
        
            
                
            
        



    
        
          Vertical Declination of the Tuazon Tenement

        

        
        
          Brian Pollo

        

        
          Published by Sandiwà Press, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      VERTICAL DECLINATION OF THE TUAZON TENEMENT

    

    
      First edition. December 18, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Brian Pollo.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233613456

    

    
    
      Written by Brian Pollo.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Brian Pollo

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Hiyang: Pilipinong Pananaw ng Parmakohenetika

          
        
          
	          Salinlunas: Natural Products & Pharmacognosy

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Currents of Protection

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Resistance Rising: Genetics, Evolution, and the Future of Infectious Diseases

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Phonies: Authenticity Performance Fakery

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Biographies in Blood: The Making of Medical Modernity and Asian Medical Innovations

          
        
          
	          Flooded Fiesta

          
        
          
	          Pseudomedicine

          
        
          
	          Repair of Echoes

          
        
          
	          Vertical Declination of the Tuazon Tenement

          
        
          
	          Gilded Shell

          
        
          
	          Horizon

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Brian Pollo’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Vertical Declination 

 

of the 

 

Tuazon Tenement 




Vertical Declination 

 

of the 

 

Tuazon Tenement 

 

by 

 

Brian Pollo 




Copyright 2025 

All rights reserved 

Brian Pollo 

Manila, Philippines

“When tripping over the pavement, a lady should gracefully raise her 

 

dress a little above her ankle... To raise the dress on both sides, and 

with both hands, is absolutely vulgar.”

Florence Hartley, The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual 

of Politeness (1860)
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Chapter 1: The Sunday Inspection 
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Guillermo, Alice G. "[The Quiason Family 1880]." CCP Encyclopedia of Philippine Art Digital Edition. Cultural Center of the Philippines, November 18, 2020. 

https://epa.culturalcenter.gov.ph/3/82/2281/. 

The  Tuazon  family  sat  arranged  like  taxidermied 

specimens  in  their  own  natural  history  museum,  which happened to be the grand sala of their ancestral home at 47 Calle  Remedios,  Intramuros,  Manila,  where  the  marble floors were so polished they reflected not only light but also the profound dissatisfaction of everyone who walked upon them. 

It was eleven o'clock on a Sunday morning in March 

of 1982, though the family's attire suggested they had either time-traveled from 1882 or were staging an elaborate protest against  modernity  itself.  Don  Poldy  Tuazon,  sixty-three years old, sat on the right side of the marble-topped table in a  velvet  frock  coat  the  color  of  dried  blood.  His  starched collar  rose  so  high  it  appeared  to  be  strangling  him  very slowly,  which,  given  his  expression,  may  have  been  its purpose.  He  stared  past  the  opposite  wall,  past  the  heavy damask curtains, past the azotea and the neighboring houses, past  Manila  Bay  itself,  into  some  middle  distance  where disappointment and dignity formed their eternal alliance. 

On  the  left  sat  Doña  Marga,  fifty-eight,  her  hand 

resting upon a leather-bound Bible that had not been opened since  the  Marcos  regime  declared  martial  law,  though whether  this  was  political  commentary  or  simple  neglect remained unclear. She wore a gown of burgundy velvet with leg-of-mutton sleeves that would have seemed excessive even at the court of Louis XIV. The heat had turned her powder into a tragic mask, giving her the appearance of a melting candle sculpted in the image of maternal forbearance. 

Between  them  stood  their  children,  arranged  by 

height rather than affection: Remedios (called Remi), thirty-one, unmarried, in emerald velvet with a cameo brooch at her  throat;  Vicente  (called  Ente),  twenty-eight,  in  a  velvet waistcoat and cravat, his mustache waxed into two perfect question marks; and Catalina (called Cata), twenty-three, in sapphire velvet with her hair in an elaborate chignon that had taken the maid Flor two hours to construct and would take gravity approximately twenty minutes to destroy. 

The  marble-topped  table  between  them  was 

crowded with crystal goblets filled with nothing. Not water. Not wine. Not even air, it seemed, as if the very atmosphere had been drunk away years ago and never replenished. The goblets  caught  the  morning  light  streaming  through  the ventanillas and threw it back in accusatory sparkles. 

"Item  one,"  Don  Poldy  announced,  consulting  a 

leather journal embossed with his initials. His voice had the quality  of  a  legal  document  being  read  at  a  funeral.  "The matter of the upstairs bathroom." 

Remi's left eye twitched. It was a small movement, 

nearly  imperceptible,  but  in  the  Tuazon  family,  where emotional  displays  were  rationed  more  carefully  than  rice during  the  Occupation,  it  registered  as  a  full-scale breakdown. 

"The  toilet,"  Don  Poldy  continued,  "has  been 

flushing irregularly." 

"It's been broken for three weeks, Papa," Cata said. 

"Irregular flushing is not the same as being broken, 

Catalina.  Broken  suggests  finality.  Irregularity  suggests moral weakness." 

A  fly,  fat  and  determined,  entered  the  scene  from 

stage right. It buzzed with the confidence of something that had  evolved  over  millennia  to  thrive  in  exactly  these conditions.  It  circled  Don  Poldy's  head  once,  twice,  then settled on the rim of his untouched goblet. 

No one moved. 

"We could call a plumber," Ente suggested. His voice 

came out higher than intended, strangled by the cravat that was choking him with the devotion of a python. 

"And  advertise  our  family's  dysfunction  to  a 

tradesman?" Doña Marga spoke for the first time, her voice carrying the weight of someone who had been disappointed so many times that disappointment had become her natural state of being. "That would be unseemly." 

The fly relocated to the Bible. Doña Marga's hand 

twitched but did not move. To acknowledge the fly would be to  acknowledge  that  nature  had  infiltrated  their  carefully controlled  tableau,  and  the  Tuazons  did  not  acknowledge such things. 

Sweat ran down Vicente's temple in a single, perfect 

rivulet. The velvet waistcoat was absorbing moisture like a very  expensive  sponge.  His  mustache,  so  carefully  waxed, was beginning to droop. In another ten minutes, the question marks would become tragic commas. 

"Item two," Don Poldy said, turning the page of his 

journal  with  deliberate  ceremony.  "The  matter  of  electric fans." 

Remi closed her eyes. This again. 

"I have received a catalog," their father continued, 

"from the Heacock Company. They are advertising a new model. The
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